Oh, Night by Polonskaya, Anzhelina
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 42
Issue 3 Winter 2012/2013 Article 50
Winter 2012
Oh, Night
Anzhelina Polonskaya
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Polonskaya, Anzhelina. "Oh, Night." The Iowa Review 42.3 (2012): 173 Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.7249
173
anzhelina polonskaya
Translated from the Russian by Andrew Wachtel
OH, NIGHT
Oh, night, you are dearth.
A patch over patches.
A holy fool in a crowd.
A fire devouring the sacrificial lamb.
Saint Peter
denying with the cocks
is your brother.
It would seem the heart
can’t take such blows
like a slave-driver’s chattel,
that the book of fate—
a history of betrayal
and deafness is passed on
with a handshake from body to body.
Your god is childless,
doesn’t hear the bells,
having not sent 
his son to his death.
